LS 


Z — * k ER; p ET 1 | = Mc" ; , TIT \ CES OED ERIE ERIE. TIT : . 
235 * 1 —_ _ w PS \ ITT \ wo N ROT _ * 5 N = ES A g 1 5 25 1 
R —_ : * A * N my J And RE 
= I IN = 1 v2 27 — a Cs = * - bp 2 2 5 N * ay = N Cc © o : \ N F * © 1 7 i =— _ l 


= 


"ru 


* „ dat * * 


* * 


» 
Y 
J 
« 


: 
0 
} 


AN Musk, 


TAY 


OF AN 
I BERNI 


* 


Fs. 4 1 
17 
L ; > 


: 0 E E 


"OF AN 


HIBERNIAN Moss, f 


A TRUE 


T AL 


In an Erisrrx to 3 Eſq; 
5 „ 3c: 


POST SCRIPT, 


Occaſioned by the Arrival of his ExceLLenCY 


PHILIP Earl of CHESTERFIELD, = 


Lord Lieutenant of IRELAND. 


Not Beggar's 2. on Bulk — ; 
Not Baſtard of a Pedlar Scot : 5 
Nor Boy brought up to cleaning Shaes, 
The Spawn of  Bridewrll, or the Stews, 
Not Infants dropt, the Spurious Pledget_ - | 
Of Gypfies litt' ring under Hedges, 
* 7 4 ualify'd by Fate, . 
To riſe in Gburch, or Law, or State, e 
As he, whom Plæbus i in his Ire, 
Hath FR with Poetic Firg. ” | 
RnasG. 
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Printed by Or.. NETSsON, at M. . s Head in shine = Row. 


Tl 


F me 1 


HIBBRNIAN Muse, 


A e 


„ 


Ee me, Sir, . Wag tis true 


That Dick has fairly bid the Nine adieu 8 
T heir Inſpiration vows he'l ne'er admit, 
Nor more endure to be nick-nam'd a Wit. 


No Reſolution greater, or more rare 


Than his, no Penitence is mote ſincere: 


For Life's beſt Half improvidently led, 


And ev ry Proſpect, like a Viſion, fled; 


A Croud of anxious Fears diſturbs that Brain, 


* 


Where Nought but Harmony was wont to reign ! 


— 


Ev'n Dreams Materials for Remorſe afford 
But now his Sorrows Pl at large record, | 


Oy r had our Poet, o'er the ſocial Bow), | 


Into my Boſom pour'd his ſecret Soul, 


„ Redoubling, 


(6) 


Redoubling, thus, cach Pleaſure he could ſhare, 


And leſs ning half the Burthen of his Care: I. 
Still on Himſelf the Converſation turn d, 
His Works applauded, or Diſtreſſes mourn'd, 
Whilſt I tilt ſtrove to fympathize, and wear 
Smiles to approve, and to eondole, a Tear, 


Svcs was our Converſe ! till laſt N ight the Scene 
Was fadly chang'd by his increaſing spleen: 
Penſive he ſat, and ceaſing to complain, . 

So writh'd, and labour'd with inteſtine Pain; : 
80 ſigh'd, yet ſtruggled to ſuppreſs each Sigh, : . 
I fear'd, nor vainly, ſome Diſaſter digh, .. 
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As thus I left him, in a . rous Flight, 
I paſs'd with fad Inquietude- the Night; | 


And, foon as Morning's wiſh'd-for Dawn . d, : 
My Cour ſe directly to his Dwelling ſteer d. 5 


FULL of Anxiety I mount with ſoft, 
Yet quicken'd, Paces, warily, aloft; 7 
Till tir'd at length I gain the Houſe” stop, 
And, at the Tieſhold of his Garret, ſtop: 
There, | through the gaping ee, ee 
The luckleſs Poet, to his Spleen a Prey; 
r Belles 


ty 


Refileſs and tolng i in his rueful Bed, * 5 
His Works around him negligently bs . 


Rx alike and viſionary | Dans I 
Of late diſquiet Dzc#'s enfeebled Brains: 
Hence he, now woke from an unuſual Dream 
That gave Imaginary Wealth and Fame, 
His Diſappointment r mourns in piteaus Strains, 
And thus, in Bitterneſ of Soul complains, 


60 Ir 50 waſte, * ſome 8 8 gn 
My Floy'r of Youth in unregarded Rhimes, ., | 
* Fortune and Fame, if I in Vain muſt court, 
And be of both eternally the Sport: 
All Ills if, waking, I'm condemn'd to bear ; 
“ Gods not Sleep itſelf ſuſpend my Care? 
* And ſhall that lenient Pow'r, whoſe ſov'reign Balm 
e Makes ev'ry other troubled Boſom calm, 

* Augment my woes? Sometimes my haunted Reſt 
Critics and Duns in hideous Forms infeſt; 
® And F ancy cruelly, in Dreams, repeats 
« All my paſt Suff rings, and ev'n new creates} 
Or, if Sleep's Deity, in Pity kind, 
= With flatt ring Viſions ſooths my anxious Mind, 

| 5 _—_ 


| (8 ) T 
4 & (Such as laſt Night my . Wiſh to pleaſe, 

« Bleſt me with Fame, and Opulence, and Eaſe 1) 

% 'Th aerial Joy ſoon vaniſhes away, : 
* And real Woe ſucceeds, that laſts * ane Vir. 


1 ban leſs ſevere my Deſtiny had been, 
« Such flatt'ring Viſions if I ne'r had ſeen; _ 
% Or ſweetly ſtill entranc'd in Sleep remain d, 
« And never wak'd to find the Bliſs but feignd! 


« Say Clio! ſpring from thy celeſtial Strains 
« Such erring Fancies in thy Vot'ry's Brains? 
e Such fond Deluſions, viſionaty Flights, 

« Such Rants by Day, and Reveries at Nights ? 

« O! if my Head, ev'n while I'm waking, ſwims 
5 charg d, and giddy with inſpired Whims, 
What can my warm Imagination keep, 

“ (Looſe, and ungovern'd as it is in Sleep) 
From nightly forming ſuch fantaſtic Schemes, 

. Mocking my eager With with idle lars 


| He ſpoke, and paus 'd--when honing * vj Bed 
Lo! the {.range Crotchet ſeiz'd at once his Head; 


(99) 


His Thoughts from Verſe perpetually to turn, | by 
And ey'n his own poetic Labouts burn! k CORY 
Theſe then, folicitous, around he view'd, 
As in the midſt of tuneful Heaps he ſtood: KY 
Till on a Play his fixt Regards he caſt, „ 
The Work of Vears, though fated not to o | 
Which long ingloriouſly ; in Duſt had lay n, 
The dear, firſt Offspring of his fruitful Brain. 
But what Anxiety his Looks betray'd, 5 
His Scenes devoted while he thus furvey'd! k . 
How plainly was the painful Conflict ſeen 

The Author's Fondneſs, and his Rage between ! ! 


Fon this. bod Labour, urg d by Hope of Gain, 
Oft he ſollirited our Stage in vain: FF 

And, for our Stage, let Attic Scenes be writ, : YH 
With Shakeſpear's Energy, or Congreve's 8 Wit, 2 \ 4x 
- Scarce ſhall ev'n they be ſuffer'd into Light, : 
Till Moths anticipate the Critic' 8 Spight! 


Ox grant the Players Dieb Defires had crown'd, | 
And Bills proclaim'd his Benefit. eee, "4 
Perhaps that Benefit (his Int'reſt large) | 
Had pay'd the Horſe's ſtipulated Charge; 

"8 Perhaps 


2 


— 


{10} 
Perhaps to Londort it had afely hs. 1229 
From Duns, the Poet fugitive, forls 3 
Where Curl (if Blaſphemy his Pen coule drop) 
Had hir'd him, a fit Scribler for his Shop. 5 


Tuvs had, at beſt, th' Indulgence of the Town 
The Bard from ſtarving into Slav'ry thrown ; "i | 
As, fav'd from hanging, Felons oft are ſent, 
Through Mercy, into Bonds and Baniſhment : 
So, ('ſcaping Famine) for the Guilt of Senſe 

Wit's fayour'd Convicts are tranſported * | 


'Yer, though full fondly his unequal. Lot 
He wail'd (what Author in his Caſe would not 2). 
Though ſuch exceſſive Tenderneſs he ſhew'd, 
That ev'n his Tears his deſtin'd Yorks bedew'd; 0 
This Qualm, at length, he baniſh'd from his Breaſt, 
And — reſoly'd, the God of Wit addreſt. 1 


« TA Pow't r, Abel ! re thy Son diſclaims, , 
Wwe See thy own Gifts devoted to the Flames! 
All thy Seraphic Flights theſe Sheets contain, 
ar At my fond Hopes of Glory, and of Gain, 

indred Smoak ſupply |. 
A — Incenſe to th' un riendly Sky! 
a | cc * And | 


wg 


« Shall periſh, and in 


* 


( 11905 
40 And if, for this, I draw thy Vengearice dun * 
If thou vouchſaf ſt, propitiouſly, to:frown,:. - 7 : 
© Doom'me; for Puniſhment, my whole Life long, 
« Liſtlefs, averſe, nay impotent to Song! 
*© All Rhimes, forever, from my Mem'ry drive, 
© And let not evn a Crambo there ſurvive: 
{© Me let the Syren-Muſe no more bewitch! 
c« Teize me with any, but the ſeribling, Itck 150 
*© O] rather bid my vital Flame expire, 
8 Than not extinguiſh my poetic Fire. 


And N impatient to complete his Woes, 
Some half dead Embers ſtrenuouſly he blows; 
Though Heav'n appear'd | his raſh reſolves to chide, | 
For lo! the Bellows long in vain he ply'd;, 
Yet, bent on Miſchief, he the Poker takes, 
Thoſe Embers blows, alternately, and rakes; - + 
And all his Art, and all his Vigour tryes, | 
Till now ſome kindling Sparks ſalute his Eyes; 
Which, gath'ring Strength from each increafing Blaſt 
Are rann vo a tow'ring Blaze at laſt.” 


CoNnsc 1ous 5 of his dire Purpoſe aa . he leels, 
Alrrady, all its conſequential Us, 4 
B 2 N Hopes 


( 12 3 

(Hopes of Preferment loſt, and endleſs Fame) 
Vet nought his fierce, impetuous Rage can tame. 
Sternly he views, though. tis his laſt Survey, 
His Lucubrations, ſcatter'd as they lay, | 
Then, ſearching round leaſt ev'n a Fragment "Teape, 
And gath'ring all in one promiſcuous Heap, 
Forms a vaſt Pile, which Years of Toil had coſt, 
And Ages, yet to come, ſhall mourn now loſt ! 
A Panegyric Ode ſupplys the Nrn. 
Which, like a "5 2 
(Sent was that Ode, alas ! in 8 Days, 
Not to deſtroy, but eternize his Lays,) 
Quick through each Sheet the Flames, contiguous, fly, 
And all his, once thought Deathlcfs, Fan die 3 


Bur, ſudden, mark! to this outrageous Deed 
Th' avenging Sting of Penitence ſuceed. 
Nor yet contented ſecretly to mourn 
| Each fav'rite Poem, kindling 1 in its _ 
Oe'r his expiring Play aloud he wept 3 
And wiſh'd, at leaſt, the Similes were net 


Nay, ſtrongly prompted by Remorſe and Shame, 
To ſnatch it quick from the devouring Flame, 


Thrice 


4s 


Thrier he eſly'd ; Pa could not ſave a Line, 
Withheld by angry Phabus, and the Nine | 


Say, who but Critics envious of his Praiſe 
Could, unrelenting, view this fatal Blaze? 
See ſuch a tuneful, miſcellaneous Pile, 

(The promis'd Joy, and Glory of our Iſle! „ 
Pindaricks, Paſtorals, ſatiric _ 
Songs, and Heroics, vaniſhing in Smodk? 

O! may this Verſe to lateſt Times tranſmit 
Thy Grief, Hibernia, for ſuch ruin'd Wit, 
For thy fam'd Poet's Deſtiny ſevere, _ 
While Cibber's Brows the Britiſh Laurel wear, 


ByT (ſuch is Habit's prevalence] fo weak 
Are Reſolutions which the wiſeſt make!) | 
Though Dick had firmly purpos'd to remain | 
Forever guiltleſs of Poetic Strain, | 
Yet now, in utt'ring his regret and Woe, 

His Thoughts, unbidden, into Numbers flow; 
Sounding, or ſoft, as diff rent Paſſions ſway; 
Himſolf unconſcious of the various Lay ! 


MiICAHT 


N * _ . 
" a LITRES = \ 
— — — K 
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Mur I but theſe ſpontaneous Strains rehearſe» . 
And mourn him in his own, or equal Verſe, 

Leſs ſhould we thoſe regret, conſum'd by Fire, 


Such Plaints-harmonious did their Loſs inſpire! - 


Howzx E, reluctant though his Thoughts he ſever 
From the dear Muſe foreyer and foreyer: 


Though the fond Lover's parting Pain's a Jeſt . 
Compar'd to that which pierc'd the Poet's Breaſt, _ 
Yet ſoon ſhall he ( when. eas'd of all the woes, 
The Loſs of Health, of Bus'neſs, and Repoſe, 175 


To him allotted whilſt her Pow'r prevail'd) 


That Reſolution boaſt, he thus bewail'd. 

And, from her dang'rous Incantations freed, 
Smile at this cruel, ſalatary Deed ; p 
Pleas'd that, while Flames annihilate each Lay, 
Ev'n the memorials of her Charms decay. | 


Tus, though the Wretch NY od Sur- 
geon's Skill 


To loſe a Limb which, if retain'd, might kill, 
With Agony, and Terror almoſt dies, 
While bleeding with th' inflicted Stroke he lyes; 


„ \- 


A 


— 


(' 5: ) 

1959 ſoon, the Torment and the Danger ee 
e triumphs 3 in the Wound ſo fear d before: * Jo 2 
And bleſles,ey'n the Hand; that gave the Blow; 7 


$ Ta _ 
i" 1 


a wv 


From his paſt Suff rings ſuch new Tranſports flow! -; 


* - 4 


POSTSCRIPT. 


7 Hile thas my Smile concludes my Tale, | 
And the glad Realm sunitedPray' 'rsprevail, 
Stanbope arrives, and lo! th' aſpiring Mok, 


Fondly for him her finiſb d Song rene ws. 


Faik wou'd ſhe: Homigets his Virtues 20 — 
While crouds acclaim his delegated ſway: W 


(Nor. ſent to.rule us DELEGATE cou'd be _ 


Worthyer of Homage, and acclaim, than — 9. 


But griey d ſhe: finds her Fanegyric Strain, . 


For his illuſtrious Character too mean, 
And leaſt ſhe ſhould its Dignity i impair, .. 18 
Withholds her Praiſes, and prefers a Pray r. 


As Verſe to Virtue the beſt Luſtre dives! 
(save what from Virtue Verſe itſelf receives) 4 
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(16 ) 
May Stanhope's Auſpices avert thoſe Slight, * 
From Bards Hibernian, which my Tale reeites ; 
For Virtue's ſake, O! may he deign to fave, 
From Flames, what yet remaining Verſe we have, 


HIM did, long fince, each . Muſe admit 


Great in the Force, and Patronage, of Wit: 


Nor lefs renown'd for Love of Humankind, 
His Pow'r of Bleſſing, not his Will, confin'd. 


| Since Heav'n enlarging; then, his Bounty” Sphere 
Grants him Hibernia's tutelary Care, 
How may her Sons for Merit hope Rewards; 
Her Priefts, her Patriots, and neglected Bards! 


Yes ſoon, or fond prophetic Views beguile, 
Through him the Muſes, midſtour Gloom ſhall ſmile: 
Through him (nor longer adverſe Fates withſtand) 
Shall ſpread Delight, and Glory o'er the Land: | 
Till fam'd for Wit and Arts as heretofore, 
Bzotia's dulneſs ſhall be ours no more! 


Dublin Auguſt 
the 31ſt 1745. 


FINTS. 


